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left great impressions on my sister and she always seemed too terrified of them. Our 
brother never seemed to hear the joking, and my father simply smiled quietly, but we 
were amazed which made the jokers roar with delight. In time we became used to it, but 
the scalping story remained with us.  These stories were to make us tough, they said. 
What queer words they used for things. We called a piece of meat tough and they called 
people tough. Just what was meant by all that I did not find out until a long time after. 
There were various kinds of tough; tough luck, tough going when the trail was rough, a 
tough guy, a tough deal with someone and so on. 
 The second Sunday we were in the country, an elderly English couple walked up 
the valley to see the little English girls. They were Mr. and Mrs. Roe who came from the 
Midlands but had lived in Sheffield, Yorkshire, prior to coming here.  We enjoyed their 
visit very much. They stayed to tea and then walked home again, refusing a ride as Mrs. 
Roe said the exercise was good for them.  They lived in a sod house right out in the 
valley two miles away with their two sons Alfred and Frank. It was Alfred Roe who was 
with my brother at the station the day we arrived. Mrs. Roe had brought an old fashioned 
English Harmonium from England, it looked like a small organ. Another family of new 
settlers, who lived a mile farther south, were also there. They were Mr. and Mrs. Robert 
Simpson (the cloth dyer) from Paisley, Scotland.  They had two small boys. The eldest 
was five and a perfectly mischievous boy; the youngest, wee Robin, was aged three. Mrs. 
Simpson played the harmonium and we had a regular song service, Bible reading and 
prayers. We all enjoyed it very much as it brought our old life so much neared to us. 
 A Sunday or two later we went to the Canyon school house to a noon service. The 
Methodist minister form Lacombe held the service and the people from miles around 
attended. It was there we met more people from the British Isles; Mrs. Ross from county 
Cork, Ireland and her sons and daughter. Mr. and Mrs. Godwin Cooper were there with 
their daughter and two sons. Others were a number of people from Ontario, the states and 
various bachelors, E.J. Tate was one of the bachelors who afterwards became a Methodist 
minister. We were surprised to see so many people living out here. A Mrs. Townsend and 
her son, Bobby, also attended at times. She became one of my friends when I was 
married and went to live further down the valley. 
 It was near the end of June when the rainy season began. Up to about the 20th. The 
weather had been fine. I shall never forget how the roof leaked and the only dry spot in 
the shack was under the big ridge pole in the center of the roof. Our furniture had not 
arrived yet and we were thankful for that. My brother put tar paper, sod and earth over 
the west side of the roof to protect the beds and our clothes. As my father was great 
believer in that verse, “Satan finds some mischief still for idle hands to do”. He had laid 
in a stock of knitting wool for just such an emergency. I was asked to knit socks for my 
father and brother. My sister had to darn any that needed it. So we worked away, only 
stopping to get meals. 
